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and charity for men. Beside the altar springs

up the school, and while the one feeds the desire

for sanctity, the other satisfies the craving for

knowledge, so that in the space of hardiy a

single generation Ireland becomes known
throughout Europe as "the island of saints and
scholars" and myriads of students flock to her

shores as to the new "University of the West."

A pen more powerful than mine were needed

to help us live again those marvellous centuries

during which, while savage hordes swept over

the fairest portions of Christendom, Ireland was

the one secure ark of religion and the one peace-

ful haven of learning. Your own fertile Celtic

! imagination can reconstruct more faithfully tlian

words of mine tlie vanished glories of those great

abbeys and schools with which our native land

was so thickly studded, Kildare and Noendrum,
Clonard and Louth, Ardfert and Aghodoe, Muck-
rose and Innisfallen. To these great centers of

learning flocked the youth of every nation under

the sun, tlie Teuton and the Gaul, the Roman
and the Greek, the inhabitants even of those

lands that lie beyond the Danube and the Don.

From these well-springs of divine faith issued

forth a veritable flood of learned and devout mis-

sionaries who betook themselves to every quarter

of the known world, carrying back with them
the liglit of truth and the torch of learning to

the very ends of darkened Christendom. Even
to-day we find the names of Irish saints vener-

ated as the patrons of liundreds of cities and

towns and schools in France, in Germany, in

Switzerland and in Italy. Saxon England, in

particular, owes a debt of gratitude to these old

masters of the intellectual and spiritual life.

Camden, tlie English historian, tells us that in

those days, "the Anglo Saxons flocked to Ire-

land as to a mart of learning, and if one were

away from liome it was said of him, as by a sort

of proverb, tliat he had gone to Ireland to re-

ceive his education." And the former vigorous

faith of northern Britain owed its very existence

t<; the untiring labors of Irisli Saints and its un-

yielding nature to tlie influence of the Irish

monks of lona and Lindisfarne.

So wonderful an era of mental and moral su-

jieriority could not go on indefinitely. The law

oC change is as inexorable in the life of a nation

as it is in that of an individual. Periods of ex-

traordinary progress are invariably followed by
years of decay. And yet in Ireland we look

in vain for the complete fulfillment of this law.

It was inevitable that, when peace should have

settled upon Europe, the center of Christian

civilization would be transferred to the seat of

Christian power. And so it happened. But in

the steadfastness and the purity of their faith the

spiritual children of Saint Patrick never lost the

crown they earned so well during the Golden

Age of Erin's Glory. When the so-called Re-

formation dawned upon the horizon, Ireland met

it with contempt. She heeded not its teachings,

but clung tenaciously to the faith she had learn-

ed eleven centuries before on the hillside at Tara
;

and this in spite of the fact that every human
favor was offered her to reject it. She professed

p.llegiance to the Church established by Jesus

Christ, amid the most violent persecution—in

prison, in exile and upon the scaffold, "in spite

of dungeon, fire and sword." Her temples were

confiscated by the plunders, and where her chil-

dren could not adore therein, they builded to

themselves altars in the wilderness and set up
tabernacles to the Eucharistic God in the clefts

of the rock and the secret caves of the mountain
side. When the terrible scourge of famine lay

heavy upon that unhappy isle, even then Erin's

sons and daughters preferred to die of hunger
rather than accept a single morsel from the hands

of the tempter who sought to win them over un-

der the guise of charity. The eloquent Mac-
aulay has fittingly remarked; "We have used

the sword for centuries against the Catholic Irish,

Ave have tried famine, we have tried extermin-

ation, we have had recourse to all the severity of

the law. What have we done? Have we suc-

ceeded.'* We have been able neither to exter-

minate nor enfeeble them. I confess my inca-

pacity to solve the problem. If I could find

myself beneath the dome of St. Peter's and read,

with the faith of a Catholic, the inscription

around it "Thou art Peter, and upon this rock I

will build my church and the gates of hell shall

not prevail against it," then could I solve the

problem of Ireland's story." What he could not

do, we can.

We can read that inscription in the fulness of

its meaning, and in that very fulness we find the

explanation of a constancy that has no parallel

in history. v'.\.: -';":, '/'
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The story of those centuries of oppression and
religious intolerance has been rehearsed for us

time and again by our own impassioned orators.

No word of alien could add jot or title to that

which we have so often heard of the trials and
the temptations our fathers underwent during
the long night of a worse than Egyptian bond-


